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Magnum iter aſcendo, ſed dat mibi gloria vire— 
Non juvat ex facili ledta corona jugo. 3 
PRorEkrius. 
Bold is th aſcent, but Gloax nerves my pow'rs ; 
I like to pick on precipices, flow'rs. 
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N:tcur, like a widow in her weeds of woe, 
Had gravely walk'd for hours our world below: 
Hobgoblins, ſpectres in her train, and cats; 

Owls round her hooting, mix'd with ſhrieking bats, 
Like wanton Cupids in th' Idalian grove, 

That flickering ſport around the Queen of Love. 
Now like our Quality, who darkling rife, 

Each ſtar had op'd his faſhionable eyes 

Too proud to make appearance, too well bred, 
Till Sor, the vulgar wretch, had gone to bed. 


His wiſdom dead to ſublunary things, 

In leaden flumber ſnor'd the 3% of ***** 
In ſlumber lifeleſs, with ſeraphic mien, 

Cloſe at his back, too, ſnor'd his gentle ,: 
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds, 
And, in one fortnight, bawls for different beds ! 


Bleſt imp! now Moryenevs ver each Princeſs ſtole, 
And clos'd thoſe radiant eyes that vainly roll ! 
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Eyes ! Love s bright ſtars! but doom'd in vain to ſhine; 
For ah! what youth ſhall ſay « thoſe orbs are mine?“ 
Then, what are eyes, alas! the brighteſt eyes, 
Forbid to languiſh on a Lover's ſighs ? 

The pouting lip, the ſoft luxuriant breaſt, 

If coldly fated never to be preſs'd ? 

Ah, vainly 20% like dew-clad cherries glow; 

And this as vainly vies with Alpine ſnow ! 

The breath that gives of Araby the pales, 

The voice that ſounds enchantment, what avails ? 
The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 

Gifts of the Graces, all are thrown away? 


But, poſſibly, ſome German Duke may move, 
And make a zendre of his heavy love!“ 
His wide dominions—miles, p'rhaps, nine or ten; 
His Myrmidonian phalanx—fifty men! 
But lo! his heart, the fount whence honour ſprings, 
Swell'd with the richeſt blood of ancient kings! 
He comes! not for high birth, his own before! 
Great Duke! he comes to woo our golden ore, 
And add (how truly happy Britain's fate!) 


Another Leech to ſuck the ſanguine State; 


To join {compoſing what a goodly row !) 
The Place-Broker, old Schw and Co. 


Now Mon RHE Us (in compaſſion to mankind, 
Made, by his magic, daf, and dumb, and blind) 
Amus'd with dreams man's ambulating ſoul, 

To recompenſe him for the time he ſtole; 

Bade the Beau dance, his Delia melt away, 

Who box'd his ears ſo cruel through the day: 

Of ancient damſels eas'd the loveſick pains, 

Brought back loſt charms, and fill'd their laps with [wane 
Gave placid cuckoldom a conſtant dame; 

To brainleſs authors, bread and cheeſe and fame; 


Made 
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Made driv'ling Monarchs ſchemes of wiſdom plan, 
And Nature's rankeſt coward kill his man; 
Gave to the chap-fall'n Courtier wealth and power, 
Who felt no favour at the levee hour, | 
Though tip-toc'd, hawk-like, watchful all the while, 
To ſeize the fainteſt glimpſe of Royal ſmile z | 
Bade happy Aldermen aſſume new airs, | 
Be-chain'd with all the ſplendor of Lord May'rs 
And bade them too (without a groat to pay) 
Re-gobble all the turtle of the day : 
Bade GL. R think his might could match a mouſe, 
And CHaMBERSs fancy he could build a houſe ; 
And LADY Movnr, th' antipodes of Grace, 
Think that ſhe does not frighten with her face.— 


Now SILENCE in the country ſtalk'd the dews, 
As if ſhe wore a flannel pair of ſhoes, 
Lone liſt'ning, as the Poets well remark, 
To falling mill-ſtreams, and the maſtiff's bark; 
To loves of wide-mouth'd cats, moſt mournful tales; 
To hoot of owls amid the duſky vales, | 
To hum of beetles, and the bull-frog's ſnore, 
The ſpectre's ſnriek, and ocean's drowzy roar.— 
Lull'd was each ſtreet of London to repoſe, 
Save where it echo'd to a WATCHMAN's noſe; 
Or where a WATCH MAN, with ear- piercing rattle, 
Rous'd his brave brothers from each box to battle; 
To fall upon the CYyNTH1As of the night, 
Sweet Nymphs! whoſe ſole profeſſion is Delight! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender lambs purſue, 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue! 
Thus on the flies of evening ruſh the bats, 
And maſtiffs ſally on the am'rous cats! 


Still was the Palace, ſave where now and then 
The tell-tale feet of love-defigning men, 


Night- 
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Night-wand'ring Lords, ſoſt patting on the floor, 
Of Maids of Honour ſought the chamber door; 
Obliging door! that, op'ning to the tap, 

Admitted Lords to take a ſocial nap, 

And chaſe moſt kindly from each timid maid 

The ghoſts that frightful haunt the midnight ſhade : 
For very horrid 'tis, we all muſt own, 

For poor defenceleſs Nymphs to lie alone 

Since nights are often doleful, dark and drear, 
And raiſe in gentle breaſts a world of fear. 

Nay were not Lords ordain'd for Ladies' charms 
Jo guard from perils dire, and dread alarms? 
Yes! and like lock U. up gems thoſe charms to keep, 
Amidit the ſpectred ſolitude of ſleep. 


How wicked then to fly in NATURE's face, 


And deal damnation on a kind embrace! 

Pardon, ye grave Divines, this doctrine ſtrange, 
Who think my morals may have caught the mange. 
Still was the Palace, fave where ſome poor fly, 

With thirſt juſt ready to drop down and die, 

Buzz'd faint petitions to his Maker's ear, 

To ſhow him one ſmall drop of dead ſmall beer; 

Save where the cat, for mice, fo hungry, watching, 
Swore the lean animals were ſcarce worth catching z 
Save where the dog fo gaunt, in grumbling tone, 

By dreams deluded, mouth'd a mutton bone; 

Save where, with throats to ſounds of horror ſtrain'd, 
Crickets of coughs and rheumatiſms complain d, 
Lamenting fore, amid a Royal hold, 

« How hard that crickets ſhould be kill'd by cold!“ 


Now Fame to Discokp's dreary manſion flew, 
To tell the Beldame more than all ſhe knew, 


Who at the Devil's table, for her work, 
For ever welcome finds a knife and fork : 


Dis- 
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DrscorD, a fleepleſs. hag, who never dies, 
With ſnipe-like noſe, and ferret-glowing eyes, 
Lean, fallow cheeks, long chin, with beard ſupply'd, 
Poor crackling joints, and wither'd parchment hide, 
As if old drums, worn out with martial din, 
Had clubb'd their yellow heads to form her {kin ; 
DiscoRD, who, pleas'd a univerſe to ſway, 
Is never half ſo bleſs'd as in a fray: 
D1scoRD to deeds, indeed, moſt daring giv'n, 
Who bade vile Satan raiſe a duſt in Heav'n; 
Stirr'd up the ſweeteſt angels to rebel, 
And ſunk the faireſt forms to darkeſt Hell; 
Bade, by her din, the humbkeſſt ſpirits riſe, 
Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the Skies ; 
For which they very properly were ſent, 
Unhappy Legions! into baniſhment; 
Doom'd, for ſuch moſt abominable ſinning, 
To broil on charcoal, with eternal grinning.— 


Discokp, who whiſper'd to the jealous Cain, 

& Go crack thy brother's box that holds his brain;“ 
Which Cain perform'd, in godlineſs unſtable, 
That foe to piety and brother Abel : 
'DiscoRD, who haunts poor G———'s maudlin Dame, 
And makes her Duke of wiſdom cry out « Shame !” * 
Who, after dinner, for her honours ſcreams, 
And graſps a Britiſh crown in drunken dreams 
Then roars as though (what richly ſhe deſerves) 
The D-ke had clapp'd a broomſtick to her nerves: 
D1$scoRD, who alſo often doth profane 
The goodly ſtreets and courts of Drury-lane ; 
Where bawd meets bawd, blaſpheming, ſwearing, drunk, 
Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abuſes punk: 
DiscorD, delighting in the wordy war, 
The pillar of the Senate and the Bar: 

D1scorD, 
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DrscorD, who makes a ** delight in ode, 

Slight * Square of Hanover for Tott'nham Road 
Where with the taſte ſublime of Goth and Vandal, 
He orders the worſt works of heavy Handel 

+ Encores himſelf, till all the audience gape, 

And ſuffers not a quaver to eſcape: 

Discokp, all eye, all mouth, all ear, all noſe, 
For ever warring with a world's repoſe !— _ 


When Fame arriv'd, the ſhaving tale to tell, 
Pleas'd was the red-ey'd Fury in her cell, 
Where ſcorpions crawl'd, where ſcreech'd that noiſy fowl, 
Known in Great-Britain by the name of Owl; 
Bats ſhriek'd, and grillatalpas join'd the ſound, 
Cats ſquall'd, pigs whin'd, and adders hiſs'd around, 


Cloſe to the reſtleſs wave her manſion lay, 
Receding from the beam of cheerful day : 
Hence on black wing the HaG was wont to roam, 
And join the witches *mid the ſtormy gloom ; 
Howl with delight amid the thunder's roar 
Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy ſhore ; 
See, midſt each flaſh, the heads of ſeamen riſe, 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning cries.— 
Around her dwelling various portraits hung, 
Of thoſe whoſe* noiſy names in hiſt'ry rung. 
Here with ſpread arms, whom Grace and Fury fill, 
Thundering damnation, ſtar'd Stentorian HILL: 
There curs'd Sik Jostyn Baxks, inqueſt of fame, 
At finding Fleas and Lobſters not the ſame. 
Here a prime fav'rite, of a fainted band, 
Hell in his heart, and torches in his hand; 


* Gallini's Rooms are in this Square, in which is Po the ce- 
lebrated Profeſſional Concert. 


This was a moſt ludicrous circumſtance that 1 not long 
ſince, when his ff and the Orcheſtra were left to . and God 

fave the * | 
Lok 
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Lok D GeorGt by mobs huzza'd, and, what is odd, 
Burning poor Papiſts for the love of God; 
Pleas'd as old Nx RO on each falling dome, 
Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome! 
There, in reſpe& to Kings, not over nice, 
That Revolution-ſinner—DocTror Price ; 
Whoſe labours, in a moſt uncourtly ſtile, : 
Win not, like gentle BuRKE“'s, the Royal ſmile ; 
Gain not from good DiviNEs both praiſe and thanks, 
Call'd, by the wicked, “ Goſpel Mountebanks, 
« Mere Quack pretenders, from their lofty ſtation 
« Puffing off idle no/trums of Salvation; 
c Who, where the milk and honey flows, reſort, 
« Like rooks in corn fields, black'ning all the Court.” 
Here, leading all her bears ſo ſavage forth, 
Wild rag'd the Au Az ONIAN of the North, 
With Roi leagu'd, c' attack the Turkiſh hive, 
And leave not half a Muſſulman alive: 
There ſtorm'd a VixeN, far and near renown'd 
For ſweetneſs, meekneſs, piety profound ; 
Her Sons abuſing (in abuſes old), 
With all the fury of a German ſcold |— _ 
Theſe, with ſome ſcores, were ſeen, of equal fame, 
Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame ! 
The form of MA DA ScyHwELLENBERG ſhe took, 
Her broken Engliſh, garb, and fin-like look; 
Then ſought the Palace, and the Royal ear, 
And whiſper'd thus, „ Mine God, Sir, nebber fear— 
« Oh, pleaſe your Majeſty, you ver ver right: 
« Shave all de raſcal, if but out of ſpite. 
« Lord! Lord! how vill a mighty Monarch look, 
« Not able, O mine God! for ſhave a cook 
« Dat like a king, I ſay what can't do dat? 
% Mine God! pray haf more ſpirit dan a cat. 

C « Ser, 


- 


| 
| 


CF] 


ger, in mine court, de prince be great as king— 

« He ſcorn to ax one word about a ting. 

« Mine God! de cook muſs nebber dare make groan, 
& Nor dare to tell a Prince der ſoul. der own : 

„ *Þis de dam Englis only, dat can ſay, 

« Boh! fig for king! by God, I'll haf my way. 


haf ſee Court enough a Prince and Dook, 
« But nebber wiſh on ſuſh as dis to look: 
&« I fay ver often to myſelf Goode God! 
© I nebberviſh a crown mine head for load! 
« do not with myſelf more greater efils— 
« A King of Englis be a King of defils: 
To puniſhment de louſy raſcal bring, 
“ And ſhow dem all vat 'tis for be a King. 
« America haf cover us vid ſhame; 
& Jack Wilkes, too, be a dam, dam ugliſh name; 
c And fal de paltry Cook be conquerer too ?— 
cc No, God forbid ! as dat vil nebber do. 
« De hair muſs fall before your royal eye, 
« *Tis ſometing, fags ! to triumph pon poor fly.” — 
Pleas'd with her voice, the King of Nations ſmil'd, 
For Pow'r with Monarchs is a fav'rite child: 
&« What! what! not ſhave 'em, ſhave 'em, ſhave em, 
« ſhave em? 
« Not all the world, not all the world ſhall fave em. 
« Pl ſheer'em, ſheer em, as I ſheer my ſheep.” — 
Thus ſpoke the mighty Monarch in his fleep : 
Which proves that Kings in ſleep a ſpeech may make, 
Equal to what they utter broad awake.— 


Charm'd with the miſchief full on Fancy's view, 
Quick to the Major's room the Fury flew : 
Put off the form of SCHWELLENBERG, and took 


Of Mapam HaGGERDORN the milder look: 
A woman, 


„ 
A woman, in whoſe ſoul no guile is ſeen, 
The Miſtreſs of the Robes to our givd Queen; 
A Queen, who really has not got her peer ; 
A Queen, to this our kingdom, wond'rous dear ; 
Which ſhows, however folks are apt to ſport. 


That all the Virtues may be found at court. 
Now in the M4ajor's ear the Beldame ſaid, 

« Yan Dixon—YAN, you mult not, man, be fraid. 

« I, like muſh your peteeſhon to de King, 

« Though GzorGe will ſwear 'tis dam, dam ſaucy ting; 
« And ſwear, dat as his ſoul is to be ſave, 

« Dat ebbry von of you ſal all be ſhave: 

« Yan Dixon, rader your dear life lay down, 

«* Dan be de laugh (mine Gote !) of all de town, 

« De ver, ver littel boy an girl you meet, — 
« Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow de ſtreet. 

« De ſame (mine Gote ]) vill chimney-ſweep behave, 

“ And cry, Dere go de blockhead dat vas ſhave : 

« <Dere go von poor ſhave fellow ” cry de Trull, 

« © Becauſe he had de louſe upon his ſcull.” | 

« I know he ſay, dat you ſal loſe your lock, 

* Before to-morrow mornin twalfe o'clock. 

« I tink dere may be battle—nebber mind, 

« I hope dat Godamighty vill be kind. 

« What, if de King make noiſe about de houſe, 

« For noting but dis dam connfounded louſe ; 

« Hebe but von, you know ; an den for you, 

Mine Gote! IAN Dixow, you is fiſty-two z 

„ Tink, Yan, how GeoRGE vas frighten by de mob, 
„When Lord GRORGCE GorDoN make dat burnin job. 
« Mine Gote! Yan, mind me, reader loſe dy place, 

« Dan ſuffer ſuch dam naſty dam diſgrace. 

& I tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear Y ax, 

His Majeſty be ver goot fort of man; 

. But ver ver like indeed as oder men, 

« Dat is, a leetel ſtubborn now an den.— 


C 2 « Tink, 
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« Tink, VAN, of dat ver ugly ting, a wig, 

e For Pot-boy and de Pot-girl run der rig! 

« Boh! filty ting, enough de deſſil for ſcare ; 

% And made perhap of diſmal dead man's hair! 

© I fal not wonders if, dy ſoul for ſhock, 

« A ghoſt come ſeize upon der ſtolen lock. 

« No, fags! nor vonders if dey come an pull 

« De vig vid muſh muſh fury from dy ſcull. 

« Pon ſom poor ſtrumpet head perhap dat grow'd, 
Dat die of dam diſſorder, naſty toad! 

Thus ſaying, lo! the Fury made retreat, 

And left the Lord of Saucepans in a ſweat. 

Juſt like King Richard in his tent, Joan rear'd, 
And verily a man of woes appear'd. | 
Now handling his ſmall pig-tail, « Now you're here, 
Exclaim'd the Major, “ but not long, I fear: 

« Perhaps ſome good may follow this ſame dream, 
« And reſolution mar this ſhaving ſcheme. 

« Curs'd be the Louſe that ſo much miſchief bred, 

« And yields to Barbers boys, the harmleſs head : 

« Curs'd be the razor-maker, curs'dithe prig 

« Who thought upon that greaſy thing—a wig. 

« Sure 'twas ſome mangy beaſt, ſome ſcabby rogue, 
« Who brought a thing ſo filthy into vogue 

« Had NATURE meant the ſcare-crow to be worn, 
&« Infants with wigs had certainly been born.— 

« But lo! with little hair, and that uncurl'd, 
But not with wigs, they come into the world! 

4% What ſhame, that ſheep, that horſes, cows, and bulls, 
« Should club their tails, to furniſh Chriſtian ſculls! 

« But what a ſacrilegious ſhame, the dead 

“Can't keep, poor fouls, their locks upon their head! 
% What ſhame, the ſpectres, in the midnight air, 


* Should wander, ſcreaming for their plunder'd hair! 
« Curs'd 
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« Curs'd be the ſhaving plan, I ſay again, 

Although the bantling of a Royal brain! 

Thus curs'd the Major to Nicnr's liſt'ning ear, 

Enough to turn a Chriſtian pale to hear 

Thus, heedleſs of hereafter, for a pin 

Will men and women run their ſouls in fin ! 

Now paus'd the Major, with a thoughtful air; 

And now ſoliloquied with ſolemn ſtare :— 

“Drunk with dominion, gorg'd with vicious thoughts, 

« With Folly teeming, doz'd by Flatt'ry's draughts, 

« Taught to admire their very maudlin dreams, 

« And think their brains' dull mudpools, Wis Dow's 
ſtreams, — 

« Too many a monarch lives; but, lo ! not ours! 

« A King who W1sDpow's very ſelf devours 

« Snaps at arts, ſciences, where'er they riſe, 

« With all the fire of boys at butterflies. — 

% Such cannot, ſurely, own a little heart; 

« Therefore our locks and we may never part.” 

Now, from a ſtool, a tinder-box he took, 

And fiercely with the ſtone the ſteel he ſtruck; 

And, after many unſucceſsful ſhocks! 

The ſparks inflam'd the tinder in the box ; 

Which by a match which Jon did ſagely handle, 

Gave ſuddea luſtre to a farthing candle. 

Thus, if ſmall things with great we may compare, 

We ſee hard Pedagogues, with furious air, 

Strike with the fiſt, and often with a ſtick, 

Light through a ſcholar's ſcull, ten inches thick. 


* 


Now, full illuminated, Dixon ſtole, 

Where lay a Maſter-cook within his hole: 

From whence, to all th' inferior Cooks they went, 
Inclined to Oppoſition's big intent; 

But not ſo fierce, alas! for oppoſition, 

As in the threat'ning, bullying Petition; 


For 


. 
For men (it is reported) daſli and vapour 
Leſs on the field of battle, than on paper. 
Thus, in the hiſt'ry of each dire campaign, 
More carnage loads the newſpaper than plain. 
And now the Cooks and Scullions left each neſt; 
And now, behold, they one and all were dreft. 


Lo! ſullen to the kitchen mov'd the throng, 
Gloom on each eye, and filence on each tongue : 
How much like crape-clad mourners round a bier ! 
But, ah ! impreſs'd with ſorrow more ſincere 
For oft, at tombs, with joy the boſom burns— 
There, *tis the /ab/e bac alone that mourns. 
Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire, 
They ſullen fat, their grief commix'd with ire; 
Sad ruminating all around the flame, 

Like Harry and his band, of deathleſs name, 
Near Agincourt, expectant of the day 

Big with the horrors of a bloody fray; 

A fray that threaten'd his poor little band, 

To ſweep it, juſt like ſpiders, to that land 
Terra ingnita yclep'd, which ſtretches 

Afar !—of which imperfect are our ſketches 
Since all who have ſurvey'd this diſtant bourn, 
So wclcom'd, were not ſuffer'd to return.— 
Thus did the Cooks expect the fatal morn, 
When, ſteep-like, every head was to be ſhorn. 


Now to the whitening Eaſt they caſt their fight, 
And wifl'd, but vainly, an eternal night: 
Not with leſs pleaſure ſtares upon the day, 
The wretch condemn'd hard Nature's debt to pay 
Condemn'd ere noon to act a deed abhorr'd; 
To ſtretch, for Juſtice' ſake, the ſatal cord: 
Not with leſs pleaſure ſhrunk (unknown to ſhame), 
A meat, drink, fnuff, and diamond-loving DA ux, 


When 
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When told, That if poor Haſtings went to pot, 


« Away went pearls, and jewels, and what not, 

« Torn from the ſtomacher ſo fine, yet foul, 
« Which Av' RICE thirſted for, and Rayine ſtole :* 
Not with leſs pleaſure, in the vale of life, 

Poor EGL-N-T-N beheld a youthful wiſe, 

(Forc'd, on a bed of ice, ſweet flow'r, to bloom; 
Ah! forc'd to ſhine, a ſun-beam, on a tomb) 

That blooming youthful wife, inclin'd to ſtray 

With HAu-L rox, all in a billing way; 

Jult like two turtles, or a pair of lambs, 

Or ewes ſo playful wich the friſky rams: 


Not with leſs glee an old and hopeleſs maid, 
Surveys the ſun aſcending from the ſhade ;' 
A ſun, that gives a younger ſiſter's charms - 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms: 
Not with leſs joy, that raging chaſte old maid 
Sees the frail Fair-ones in the Cyprian trade 
Eſcape the whip and gaol, and hemp beſide, 
By means of gentle Mis TER JusTiCct HyDE. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty! though, with aſpic eye, 
And glance diſdainful, PRUDERY paſs by, 
With mincing ſtep, and fquinting cautious dreag, 
As though their looks alone contagion ſhed. — 
I view each pallid wRETCH with grief ſincere, 
And call on Pix for her tend'reſt tear; 
See on their cheeks, the bluſh of VirTue burn; 
Hear from their ſouls, the figh of Ruix mourn; 
View, veil'd in HorRok's gloom, their ſwimming eyes, 
Beaming with hopeleſs wiſhes to the ſkies, 
Like the pale Moox's dim ſolitary form, 
Wrapp'd in the darkneſs of the midnight ſtorm. 
Too oft, by TRRAcH'Rx's winning ſmile betray'd, 
Too fondly truſting, falls the ſimple maid ! 


Too 
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Too many a TH—L—E walks the world of woe, 
To foul of INNoOckNCE the ſacred ſnow ! 

To love, yet nurſe the thought of villain art, 
How hard a leſſon for the partial heart 

Too hard a leſſon for the female ſoul, 

Where Love no partner owns, and ſcorns controul. 


Not with leſs pleaſure doth a Poet look 
On cruel criticiſm, which damns his book, 
Or recommends it to that peaceful ſhore 
Where books and bards are never heard of more, 
Than look'd each man, with lengthen'd boding beard, 
On that ſad morn, which doom'd them to be ſhear'd 
Not with leſs pleaſure, likewiſe, let me ſay 
A hungry author ſees his dying play 
Child of his dotage, who ſurveys its fall, 
Juſt as mankind ſhall view the tumbling ball ; 
When ſun, moon, ſtars, and all the diſtant ſpheres, 
Burſt in one general wreck about their ears. 
Not with leſs pleaſure did“ SIX WILLIAu's eye 
See SOMERSET's bold wing deſert its ſky 
A fall, at which the Nation's purſe exclaims, 
That thund'ring cruſh'd the back of roaring Trmancus: 
Not with leſs pleaſure did Six WiLL1am's ear, 
A ſecond craſh of this fam'd fabric hear ; 
When poor 81 JosHUA, with his painting band, 
Swore the dread day of judgment juſt at hand. 


This gentleman till retains the place of Comptroller of the Board of 
Works, to the Kingdom's ſurpriſe; but demerit in Building, as well as 
in Painting, is a ſufficient recommendation to a certain ſpecies of PATRONS 
particularly if the Profeſſors are deſpiſed by the people at large. It is 
the money of this Nation, that is ſought for, not the merit. The cir- 
cumſtance of being a foreigner too (for this ſame Six WiLLiam Caan- 
BERS is 2 Swede), carries with it another ſtrong claim to favouritiſm ! 


Not 
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Not with leſs glee, tenacious of his droſs, 


Ross t ſtarted Reader! not the Man of Roſs— 
When 


* The preſent Bisnor of ExeTzr, who, when his MaJesTY viſit- 
ed that ancient City, mof# handſomely excuſed himſelf the honour of en- 
tertaining his Rovar MasTEs, by billeting him upon Dean BuLLes. 
The following lines, extracted from a manuſcript performance of one 
Joux PLovcusnare, called the Royal PROGRESS, We think, will 
elucidate this part of our Eric, and not he unacceptable to our readers 


© In comm'd the King at laſte to town, 
With douſt and zweat az nutmeg brown, 
The hoſſes all in ſmoke; 
* Huzzaing, trumpeting, and ringing, 
© Red colours vlecing, roaring, dringing, 
Zo mad zeem'd all the voke. 


* Wiping his zweaty jaws and poll, 
All over douſte we ſpied Squixe RorLLe, 
* Cloſe by the King's coach trattin ; 
* Now ſhoving in the coach his head, 
© Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed, 
* Squirt RoLLx and GeorGe be chattin.“ 


Now went the Atpexmen and May's, 

* Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair, 
* The Royal voke to ken; 

* When MreasTrter Mary's, upon my word, 

* Pok'd to the King a gert long ſword, 
Which be pok'd back agen, 


* Now thooſe that round his worſhip ſtood, 
* Declar'd it clumfily was dood 
© Yet Saur, the people zay, 
* Brandiſh'd a gert hoſs glyſter-pipe, 
* To make un in his leſſon ripe, 
That took up half a day. 


* Now down droo Vore-ſtreet did they com, 
* Zum hallowin, and ſcreeching zum : 
Now trudg'd they to the Drax's; 
« Becaze the Bisnor zent mun word, 
« A could not meat and drink avord, 
« A had not got the means.” 


D « Azcd, 
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When Majesrr, to reſt his royal licad, 
Aſk'd of the Church's mitred 5on a bed,— 


Poor 


« A zed, that, © az vor he, poor man, 
„A had not got a pot or pan, , 
Nor ſpoon, nor knive, nor vork ; \ 
That he was weak, and ould, and ſqueal, 
And zeldom made a hearty meal, 
„ And ze!dom drade a cork.” 


© Indeed, a is a moderate man, 
And zo be all the clargy clan, 

© 'That with un come to chatter ; i 
© Who, when they're ax'd to a glaſs of wine, 
© To one the wother they tip the ſign, 

* And beg my Lord's fine water, 


© Then az vor rooms—why, there agen 
„A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, 
| „They were zo ſmall” a zed; 
« And, az for beds, they wudn't do, 
In number about one or two, 

„Vor ſelf and Joax the maid. 


« In vooliſh things, a wudn't be cort; 
« "Twas ſtoopid to treat vokes for nort : 
No: twazn't heeſe deſire. 
« Prefarment, too, waz to an eend; 
„The King woud never more vor'n zend, 
„To lift un one peg higher. h * 


« And yet vokes zay's a man o' ſenſe, 

« Honeſt and good—but hoardth his pence ; 
« Can't peart with drink nor met. 

% An then why vore?” the peepel rail ;— 

To greaze a vat ould pig in the tail— 
„Our WermouTa o' Long Leat,” 


© Well, to the Dean's bounce in they went, 
And all the day in munchin ſpent, 
And guzlin, too, no doubt; 
* And while the Gentry drink'd within, 
The Mob, with brandy, ale, and gin, 
© Got roaring drunk «vithout,” 


E 
Poor Man ! who proving, like his Sovereign, poor, 
Begg'd him to knock at good Dean BULLRR's door; 
BULLER, who took his wand'ring maſter in, 
And ſtuff'd with corn and oil his ſcrip and ſkin — 
For which (on gratitude ſo wont to dote), 
The Monarch gave a TUu MALER —worth a groat! 
O glorious act! an act, how ſeldom ſeen! 
O what a day of gladneſs for the Dean! 
A gift ſo rare, ſo noble, ſo ſublime, 
Will ſtupiſy the ſons of diſtant time. 
This, let the BuLLER Family record; 
This brittle treaſure lat the BuLLERs hoard; 
Yet ſhow, exulting, upon gala days, 
To bid ſome favour'd Gust admire and praiſe. 
Now did the Major hum a tune ſo ſad! 
Chromatic—in the robes of ſorrow clad : 
But, lo! the ballad could not fear controul, 
Nor exorciſe the Barbers from his ſoul : 
And now his lifted eyes the cieling {ought ; 
And now he whiſtled—not for want of thought. 
A mournful air the whiſtling Major choſe : 
Still on his rolling eye the razors roſe. 
From grave to ſprightly now he chang'd—a jig— 
Still o'er his haunted fancy wav'd the wig; 
Still ſaw his eye alarm'd, the * Scratch abhorr'd, 
Like wild Macbeth's, the viſionary ſword. — 
Thus, from what Kings, alas! may fancy fun, 
His loving ſubjects may be glad to run: 
Thus, when SAINT $SWITHEN from his fountain pours; 
SAINT SWITHEN, tutelary Saint of ſhow'rs; 
Beaux ſkip, belles ſcamper, fly the cocks and hens, 
With drooping plumage, to the ſhelt'ring pens; 


A ſmall wig, or rather an apology for a wig, ſo called, and gene- 
rally worn by our moſt amiable and auguſt Monarch. 
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Deem'd it indeed tov ſacred to be loſt: 


(Poor PaLLas, treated like a girl at ſchoo!]), | 4 
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While lo! the waddling ducks Te Deum utter, 
Flap tieir glad wings, and gabble through the gutter, 


Sing, Muss ! or, lo! our Canto not complete, 
What air he humm'd, and whiſtled all ſo ſweet. 
Howe, of ev'ry thing minutely ſpeaks, 

From Heaven's ambroſia, to a Camp's beeſ-ſteaks: 
Then let us, Mosz, adopt a march ſublime, 
And try to rival HoxEr with our rhime; 

Who, had a Nir, in Juxo's treſſes bred, 
Dropp'd on divine Minerva's wiſer head; 

Or Cock-like Fr.r 1, exploring ſome new track, 
Hop'd from the clouds to AGamMr MNoN's back; 
The Barp had ſung the fall in verſe divine, 
And CarTrrics heard the ſound along the line. 
Jove call'd his Juno only ſaucy bitch ; 

The PoeT thought it would his ſong enrich : 
Jove, too, juſt threaten'd, with fome birchen rods, 
To whip her publicly before the Gods; 

The Barp (though but a flogging bout at moſt) 


Jove call'd his daughter only bitch and ſool 


Threaten'd to ham-ſtring her ſix fav'rite nags, 
And tear her bran-new phacton to rags; 

The BarD, who never wrote an idle word, 
Bade his bold verſe, the Gop's bold ſpeech record: 
And had the ThHuxD'kER but broke wind, the fong 
'Had, imitative, born the blaſt along. — 

Then be it known to all the world around, 
To folks above, and people under ground, 

o fiſh and fow), and every creeping thing— 
Lillibullere, and Gad fave the King, 

Were actually the very airs he choſe! 

But wherefore—Gop ALMIGHTY only knows! 


THE END OF THE "THIRD CANTO. 


